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Good Angels guard slice from the Boaies annoy, 
Liueand begetahappy raceofKings; 

Edwards unhappy fonnes do bid cbce flourifli. 

Enter the ghafl of Qvcene Anne bis wife . 
Riehard, Thy wife thac wretched Anne thy wife. 
That neuer fiepta quicc iioure with the.-. 

Now fils thy flec-pc wiih perturbations. 

To morrow in the battailethinke one me, 

And fall thy cdgeldTefword, defpaireand die. 

ToR ich. Thou quiet.foulc,(lecpechou aquietfleepe, 
Dreame offucceifc and happy victory, 

Thy adueifaries wife doth pray for thee, 

E ttter the ghofl of Buckingham. 

The firft was I that helpc thee to the Crowne, 

The lafl was I that felt the tyrany, 

O in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefle? 

Dreame on,drcarrcon,of bloudie deeds and death, 
Fainting dilpairc.difpairing yeeldthy breath, 
ro Rich. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
But chcarcthy heart, and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all hispride. 

K. Richard flarted out of a dreame. 

K Rich. Giue me anothrr horfe,bind vp my wounds : 
Haue mercy Iefu : fofc I did but dreame. 

O coward confidence, how doeft thou afflid me ? 

Tne lights burnc blew, it is not dcade midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops Hand on my trembling flefli, 
What doe I feare my felfe? thercs none die by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is I am I, 

Is there a murthcrcr here, No. yes I am. 

Then flie, what from my felfe?grear reafon why, 
Leaft I reuenge.WhatPmyfelfe vponmy felfe; 

Alacke I loue my felfe, wherefore ?for any good 
That my felfe hath done vnto my felfe : 


0/ Richard^/ Toird. 

0 no : alas I rather hate my felfe. 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe : 

1 am a viilaine,yct I lye. I am not. 

Foole of thy felfe fpeakc well/oolc doe not natter. 

My confcience hath a thoufand feuerall tongues, 
Andcuery tongue brings in a feftcrall tale. 

And euery rale condetnnes me for a villaine : 

Periury, in the higheft degree, 

Murder, fteme murder, in the dyreft degree. 

All feuerall finnes , all vfde in each degree, 

Throng all to the barre, crying all, guiltie, guild®, 

I iLall difpaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And if I die, no loule Thai] pittie me : 

Add wherefore flaould they? fince that I my felfe. 

Find in . my lelfe.no piety to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulcs of all that I haue murthered. 
Came to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrow cs vengeance on the head of Richard 

Enter RatcUffe . 

Bat My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is there ? 

Bat. My Lord tis I : the carely village copke, 

Haue tlyice done falutation to the mornc. 

Your friends are vp, .and buckle ontheir armour, 
Kfg.O Ratcbfc,! haue drearn d a fearefull dreamo 
vV bat.thinkft thou, will our friends prone all true ? 
Bat. No doubt my Lord, 

K<”g- O Ratchffe I feare, I feare, 

Bat. Nay good my Lord be not affraid of lhadowes. 


JCw^.By the ApofileTrfa/.fhadowes to night 
Haue ftrooke more terrour to the foule of Richard 
Arm-?" tnc fabft ‘' nce of «n thoufand Ibuldiers 

Voder " erc T ^y comc 8 oe with me, 

Tohearef tCIKS 1 c 'P^ 3 3 rt ^ e ewefe-dropper, 
nearc ifatiy meaue to fhrinke from me. 

lords Cr. E ” terthelor ds to Richmond. 
'•koodmonow Richmond, 


IDON ; l629 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.52) OdaVO 



Extant 




